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*«¢ THE GOLDEN CLUE. 
Or Adventures of a Pilgrim in Search of the Path to Salvation. 
Together with the Lambourne Bell, and the Iron Cage. By 


Mrs. Sherwood. Loring’s revised edition.”” The following is 
the 6th chapter of this book, entitled 
LIGHT FROM GOD’S WORD. 

It was by means of the things brought to my 
view, as I pursued the Golden Clue, that the mys- 
teries of my book were unfolded to me—that book 
which, as 1 afterwards found, included all wisdom, 
but which was to me as a dead letter, before I got 
hold of the Golden Clue. 

And first, after I had stepped from the regions 
of deep darkness and perplexity on the place of ob- 
servation, or terrace above mentioned, I beheld a 
light shining from the quarter of the East, and 
shedding its glories over every object.iu creation ; 
and anon, this light seemed to assume a form, a 
body, and a consistency, and then the luminary of 
day shone forth without cloud or vapor, as on the 
fifth day of creation: then I looked at my book, 


and [ understood the type, fer God is light, and- 


the God incarnate is the light embodied : so I pass- 
ed on, rejoicing in the light; and again a new 
vision arose, and I saw a garden, enclosed with 
many fair trees, and in the midst of these was the 
tree of life, bearing all manner of fruit—and I 
searched my volume; and acknowledged the em- 
blem, for this is the tree which shadoweth forth 
Him who came with healing on his wings. So I 
passed on, and I saw the promised Seed of the wo- 
man, prepared for the destruction of the serpent, 
and [I recognised the God incarnate a second time. 
I hastened onwards, in the direction of the Golden 
Clue, and the vision of the ark, in which the fath- 
er of mankind was saved, arose before me; and I 
beheld the altar of the prophet, and the type of 


the first covenant, even the heavenly arch encom- } 


passing the whole horizon. And I studied my vol- 
ume, and ascertained the emblem, even the type 
of the Triune Deity, dispiayed in this most glori- 
ous of natural objects ; for the book which I held 
in my hand explained to me the signification of mist 
and small rain, and which, together with light, the 
type of God the Father, and the bow of the cove- 
nant, formed one perfect and glorious figure of the 
eternal and ever blessed Trinity, as operating in 


Again I proceeded, and the Golden Clue was 
still my guide ; and_as I advanced, the vision chan- 
ged every moment,and clearer revelations were sup- 
plied me. 

{ beheld the father Abraham, about to offer up 
his only son, the child of promise, and the figura- 
tive language of prophecy seemed then to take a 


! 
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Clue, I was led from glory unto glory, and from | 
revelation unto revelation, until suddenly, though | 
not as yet clear of the labyrinth as to my body, my | 
whole mind seemed to be set at liberty, and all} 
those things which had hitherto appeared confused | 
and perplexed, suddenly arringed themselves in | 
order, and teflected back only thé wonders and! 
mysteries, which had been unfolded to me through 
the guidance of the Golden Clue: And, to add 
new light and confirmation to all which had been al- | 
ready revealed to me, all the wildiryins and edi- | 
fices of the labyrinth, which had” to seemed 

to have been scattered in utter confusion through 

the wide waste, seemed to range themselves in or- 

der, and the darkest hyeroglyphics were seen to 

unfold themselves, and confirm the traditions and 

accepted emblems of elder days ; and the very rub- 

bish scattered on the pavement seemed all engrav- 

en with the words of truth. ‘* Then,” I exclaim- 

ed, “‘ surely all wisdom is hid in the Golden Clue. ; 
Are not ignorance and confusion part of the curse 
of sin, and what is the labor to acquire knowledge 
but the struggle of the soul to throw off part of the 
curse 1—But how is knowledge, how is clearness 
of perception to be obtained, how is man to be de- 
livered from the labyrinth of ignorance and sin; 
but by following the Clue which has been laid by 
divine wisdom through al! the perplexities and diffi- 
culties of this mortal life?” f 

And now in measure as I advanced, I found my 
understanding enlarge, and my views become more 
bright, though my limbs trembled beneath me, and 
my hands were becoming more feeble. 

Were I to tell all the wonders which were pre- 
sented to my view in the course of my dream, 
whole volumes would not suffice, neither perhaps 
would my memory serve. The last scene, howev- 
er, which presented itself to my mind is still yet 
fresh in my recollection, and ! cannot restrain my- 
self from describing it. I fancied myself at the ve- 
ry moment of extrication from the labyrinth, and 
I saw before me an open gateway, and beyond it 
such a glorious region as words could not repre- 
ent, a region of hill and dale, waterfalls and brooks, 
gushing fountains, calm pools of clear water, with 
fresh grass enamelled with flowers; groves of trees, 
open Jawns, and shepherds’ tents, all white and res- 
plendent with the rays of everlasting sunshine. 
And behold, in the midst, a Shepherd, sitting on a 
hill, and around him thousands of sheep, all white 
and spotless, sweetly reposing under the eye of 
their faithful Pastor: and at the same moment I 
heard harpers harping with their harps; and the 
music was of a nature so ravishing, that I spread 
forth my arms, and cried aloud; and waking with 
the effort, I was grieved to find that I had only yet 
escaped in fancy from the labyrinths of ignorance, 
darkness, and sin; and as I feared, had not yet 
been brought to Jay my hand on the GoLpEN CiUvE. 











NARRATIVE. 
HENRY MALTONBY. 


What hand the barb’d envenomed THOUGHT can draw ? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 
And turn my sight undaunted on the tomb ?— Night Thoughts. 


When rising from the bed of death, 
O’erwhelmed with guilt and fear, 
I see my Maker face to face, 
O how shall I appear ! 

Years have rolled away since I was summoned 
to’the bedside of the dying Henry Maltonby. He 
was about thirty years of age, and had in his infan- 
cy been baptized in the Church of England; but 
he had never become a communicant, and had long 
lived in open and constant violation of those solemn 





Gospel—which urges upon all the duty of faith and 
repentance. Seldom was he present in any of our 
assemblies for public worship. With the people 
of God he had no fellowship, and but a slight in- 
tercourse. His principal associates were those 
thoughtless, and irreverent, and reckless men who 
equally disregard the laws of Heaven and the esti- 
mation in which their characters are held by a 
christian community. The Lord’s day was com- 
monly profaned by him, being spent either in his 
ordinary employments, or in field sports, or in such 
amusements as he could find at the public houses 
and among his ungodly associates. Conscience, 
however, did not always slumber. Its powerful 
voice was at times heard above the din of revelry, 
and its severe monitions, its awful warnings, like 
the mysterious hand writing on the wall of that 
Babylonian palace, caused the sinner, while rest- 
ing amid debasing pleasures, to pause—to think— 
to tremble, Often he assured me, had that secret 
monitor within or some providential occurrence 
roused him from stupid forgetfulness of God as 
from ‘‘a dream of a night vision,” and opened his 
eyes to the fearful extent and danger of his aposta- 
cy. Atsuch times he clearly saw before him the 
curse of the broken law, the sword of avenging jus- 
tice, and the miserable end to which he was mad- 
ly hastening, and more than once did he resolve 
that he would ‘‘ arise and go to his Father’’—that 
he would instantly forsake his evil ways,and thence- 
forth strive to walk in newness of life—in righteous- 
ness and holiness before his God. But these good 
resolutions, being made in reliance on his own un- 
aided strength, were transient as the morning cloud 
or the early dew. Like tow to the flame, they 
yielded to the next seducement of pleasure, or to 
the raiilery of his boon companions. 

In the bloom of life and in possession of firm 
health he put far off the evil day, 

«* And counting on long years of pleasure here, 
Was quite unfurnished for the world to come.”’ 

He thought that after a lapse of many years there 
would still be time to reform his life, and prepare 
for death and judgment. Vain confidence! His 
days were already numbered, and at a moment 
when he thought not, the Son of man came—his 
soul was required of him. His last Sunday was 
spent away from the house of God, and on the fol- 
lowing day he was smitten with mortal disease. 
He sunk at once beneath the terrible grasp of the 
destroyer. Short but dreadful was the struggle 
between life and death_—Finding that his hour 
had come, and that he must lie down in the grave, 
his conscience was waked for the last time, never 
more to slumber. Its voice he was compelled to 
hear, and even in the pangs of dissolution its thou- 
sand stings goaded him into unspeakable agony of 
spirit. Visions of the guilty past and the dark and 
hopeless prospects of the future conspired to fill him 
with consternation and horror. The strong lan- 
guage of the poet, Blair, might have been applied 
to him— 

«In that dread moment how the frantie sou! 
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement ! 
Runs to each avenue, and shrieks for help, 
But shrieks in vain ! 

A little longer—yet a little longer— 

O might she stay to wash ~~ stains, 
And fit her for her passage ! ournful sight ! 
Her very eyes weep blood, and every groan 
She heaves is big with horror !” 

Never have I witnessed so striking an example 
of the extent to which remorse and anguish of mind 
may surpass the pains of the body. The latter, in 
the case of Henry Maltonby, seemed to be entirely 
swallowed up and forgotten in his exceeding bitter- 





and religious vows, which are binding upon every 





more decided form, and as it were to speak with 
a loud voice: and thus still holding the Golden 


one to whom has been preached the everlasting 


ness of soul, although he was now writhing in the 
embraces of death. ‘‘O that I had but forsaken 
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my errors, and devoted myself to the Redeemer, 
one year, one month, or even one week ago! 
There would then have been left to me at this aw- 


forgiven and saved !” 
en and mournful accents. 


lof the Atonement. 
ful moment some glimpse of hope that I might be but Christ can save me. 


| meet in that world where no sin is permitted to 


‘enter! In my case, I can only Jook to the blood 


I have no other hope; none 
And here, dear M. E., 


said the dying man in brok-|is hope sufficient for you. Only trust in Jesus, 
“ But,” he added, with|and you are safe; for no mortal can wrest you 


an emphasis fearful and thrilling, “ for me there is| from his protecting power. 


no hope! I have sinned against mercies and warn- 
ings—I have delayed—my term of probation has 
expired, and now it is too late! My death-bed re- 
pentance, like that of the traitor Judas, is unavail- 
ing. Reason and Scripture are against it. O that 
I had known the day of my visitation, that I had 
considered my latter end, or that J could yet live 
but a few weeks or a few hours longer, to mature my 
repentance, and bring forth the fruits thereof!” In 
reply to some remarks concerning the riches of the 
Divine mercy, he said, ‘‘ The Lord is merciful and 
just—his mercy I have abused—it is withdrawn. 
His justice alone remains for me, and I must for ever 
endure it! Heaven was once offered to me, but 
I spurned it, and—it islost! Itis lost! OT am 
afraid, Iam horribly afraid, to meet my offended 
God, my righteous Judge !” 

In this state died the wretched Henry Maltonby. 
His departing spirit appeared to be completely ab- 
sorbed in contemplations like those recorded in the 
following lines :— 

** There is a death, whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath ; 
O what eternal horrors hang 
Arouad the second death !” 

Before the next Sunday came, his body was rest- 
ing in the cold earth, beneath the drifted snow, in 
the northwest corner of the village church-yard.— 
While standing by his grave I could not but con- 
trast the end of this man with that of the humble 
and conscientious Christian. ‘* The righteous hath 
hope in his death.’ ‘* Mark the perfect man, and 


behold the upright; for the end of that man is peace.” 
Gospel Messenger. LATIMER. 
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For the Youth’s Companion. 
YOUTHFUL ADMONITION, 

The following letter was written by a young lady, during the 
Jast summer, to her little cousin, in whose family she formerly 
resided. The death of the young lady occurred suddenly, and 
the Jetter was left unfinished in her writing desk. 

» Aug. 1830. 
To you, my beloved M. E., I have long been 

wishing to write ,and it has not been because [ have 

not thought much of you, that I have so long de- 
layed to answer your dear aunt E’s very acceptable 
leuer. ‘The real fact is, | have ever since been sick ; 
some of this time very sick ; and now I shall only 
hope to get a letter written, by attempting a little 
everyday. Did you know just how I am in health, 
you would think [ had a very good excuse should 

I not write at all ;—but I wish no excuse, my dear 

child ; rather do I feel a disposition to make an ef- 

fort to effect this, to me desirable object. I do 
not wish to grieve you by telling you of my 

il) health; but it is a truth, which 1 shall not pro- 

bably be long able to conceal from you, therefore 

shall write as Tam. Your dear Mother and Aunt 





E. are aware of the flattering nature of a consump- | 


tion. Hence they will not think it strange, that 
at times I cannot believe I may not yet regain a 
cemfortable share of health. And then again, 
when this frame is racked with coughing, and there 
are marked indications of all those symptoms that 
usually attend this disease, then I feel, that the 
little [ do, must be done quickiy; and under these 
circumstances I am now hastening to write you. 

The body, dear M. E., is of very little conse- 
quence, in comparison with the immortal part ; 
and if Lam not greatly deceived, I think it is not 
so much a matter of concern with me, to be restored 
again, as to be prepared for all the will of God con- 
cerning me. O this does look very important! 
The world and all connected with it, dwindles 
into insignificance, when compared with eternal 
realities. I think of you, beloved child, with no 
Shall we both be fitted to 


ordinary emotions. 





When I think of the trials, which you have been 
so early called to endure, I have thought, perhaps 
this is the very way in which it is necessary you 
should be led for your everlasting good. Perhaps 
what you have been looking at as afflictions and 

| adverse circumstances, may be in reality blessings 

which hereafter you may acknowledge such. You 
see that I have taken it for granted that it was a 
trial to you to leave the spot, endeared to you by 
‘every youthful recollection; the friends too, with 
whom you used to associate. Lam aware that in 
many respects you can be quite as happy now as 
formerly ; yet | know your heart too well, to be- 
lieve that you ‘an ever forget all those to whom 
you were endeared. You will not quite forget your 
cousin M., unworthy as she was of your affec- 
tion. I do think of you, M. E., with the deepest 
interest. I have loved you more than I can ex- 
press. Nor does this affection abate at all; and 
nothing do I desire more earnestly, than that you 
should be all that the deep affection of your dear 
parents could wish, and all more especially, that 
your Heavenly Father requires you to be. You 
will in view of this interest and anxiety, allow me 
to suggest whatever I may think can be useful to 
you. 

I know you are not deprived of the tender watch 
and care of parental affection. Yet I believe your 
parents will feel no objection to my adding my tes- 
timony to theirs, of the delusiveness of all the 
things of time. You know full well, that experi- 
ence has taught me a lesson of this; and I mistake 
greatly if the changes, which you too have passed 
through, fail to produce an impression not easily 
effaced. Yet after all, if we fail to make a wise 
improvement of these events, they will be of little 
avail. You are, dear M. E., just commencing a 
period of life interesting and dangerous.—You are 
forming habits and receiving impressions, which 
will be lasting. You are forming a character, which 
will decide your destiny in eternity. OM.E., how 
can I be other than anxious for you? I do in im- 
agination pass over a few years and view you as hav- 
ing passed the period of childhood. I see you in a 
variety of characters; but that in which I most de- 
light to think of you,is acharacter very different from 
that which many young ladies possess,and those too, 
who from their wealth or some other cause as trifling, 
are held up as models for imitation ; giddy beings, 
whose aim is only to seek present enjoyment and 
shine in the circles of the gay and thoughtless, en- 
tirely destitute and careless of obtaining those solid 
and estimable qualities, which are the chief orna- 
ment of the female character, and which never fail 























to ensure happiness and usefulness both in youth 
and riper years. Such a character may yours, 
dear M., be, as will meet the approving smile of 
your Father who isin Heaven. Need I urge upon 
you, in order to bring about this desired end, to 
jtake the word of God for your guide; to study its 
|coutents and endeavor to form your character by 
(its heavenly precepts ?—Take this for your stand- 
fete and you will be safe; safe even in a world of 
{sin and temptation. It will lead you to form those 
virtuous principles, if received into the heart, which 
are our only security against vice and every species 
of immorality. It will assist you too in cultivating 
those amiable qualities, which will render you ev- 
ery thing desirable and lovely for this world.—But 
I would not have my beloved M, E. satisfied with 
mere earthly attainments. You may be what the 
world may praise, and yet be destitute of that grace, 
which is necessary to your salvation. Let me urge 
upon you,now, in youth,to make Christ your friend, 
your best friend. Goto him to discover to you the 
sinfulness of your own character; go to him for 
repentance and for pardon; and trust all your con- 
cerns fearlessly to him for direction. He will care 
for you, if you will only‘ accept his protection. 
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But perhaps my dear cousin has already chosen 
this Savior as her chief comfort and portion ; if go 
I wish you much joy. Time will be short; ang 
when the sorrows of time are over, “there remain. 
eth a rest to the people of God.” Keep your eye 
on Christ, and rest satisfied with nothing short of 
his sacred presence. I have not said half that | 
wish to say, upon this interesting subject; but m 
sheet will be filled, before I am aware. I have ai. 
ready been obliged to take several sittings, for what 
I have now accomjlished ; and have sometimes 
not felt very well able to write. So perhaps you 
will not find much connection ; but you will ‘not 
criticise, I trust, as they are only the effusions of 
my heart that I am penning.” I have been quite 
ill some part of the last week. I am very Jame,ang 
fear 1 shall remain so; but all will be ordered right, 
Yeu too are a frail and feeble piece, dear M. ; per. 
haps you may early find your earthly tabernacle 
dissolving. O, when you do, may you have a “byjj. 
ding of God, an house not made with hands, eter. 
nal in the heavens” —O may we both be prepared 
to meet in the presence of Christ, and be joined in 
singing, ‘* worthy is the Lamb who has redeemed 
us.” 

Tell dear little S. she must receive al] I have 
written to you, as addressed to her too. Tell her 
I love her much, aud I wish I could see her little 
curly ringlets. I hope she will prove a blessing 
and comfort to her dear friends. Yesterday [| 
thought much of your brother G. It was the anni- 
versary of his birth-day ; 16 years of his life have 
glided away. I can hardly realize it. Where is 
G.? what is he going todo? Perhaps he is pur- 
suing his studies with his father, in view to the 
same profession: OI wish he might be a herald 
of the Gospe) of Christ. Give him my best love, 
and tell him so: at any rate, I hope he will choose 
the Christian’s portion, an interest in the Lord Je- 
sus Christ. I hope I shall live long enough to 
hear from you once again; may I be prepared 
for all that is before me, and find support accordingly. 
7 —— 
MORALITY. 














For the Youth’s Companion. 
THE REPROOF. 

“* Now IT guess there’s not so much hurt in taking 
Mr. D****’s apples, as you think there is,’’ said 
Albert to Eliza. 

These children were cousins, and Albert had 
made a visit to Eliza’s house fora few days, and 
seeing some large, yellow, sweet looking apples 
and pears, over a neighbor's fence, he felt desirous 
of getting a few. But his cousin knew it was not 
right, and told him so, and then Albert said what 
you have just read above. 

‘Why not as much hurt? Albert,’’ said Eliza; 
‘the Bible says thou shalt not steal’; and only 
think of that wicked boy, whom we read about to- 
day, who almost broke his legs in trying to get what 
did not belong to him.” 

**O but that boy wanted to get a whole hat full, 
and carry some home besides.” 

‘I see but very little difference in it. Stealing 
is stealing and you can’t make anything else of it. 
And I should certainly mention it to Mr. D**** if 
you touched one.” 

**But you would’nt do right to tell of me.” 

“It would be perfectly right and just, to inform 
him ; suppose I were to prick you with these pins, 
what would you do?” 

**T would tell your mother of it, and I would tell 
her that you were naughty in so doing.” 

** But what would you say? how would you ex- 
press what you meant in words?” 

“Why I should say, I think, Eliza has been 
sticking some pins in me and deserves a good whip- 

ing.” 
/ “Don’t you ‘think I shall have reason to Blame 
you for telling of it?” 

“No! for what right have you to prick me, when 
I did’nt harm you any way ?” 

** You are right there, Albert, I could not blame 
you. Now, suppose you had taken Mr. D****’s 
apples, I should have done right in telling him of it, 
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and it would have been wrong not to do so.” 

“Now | see it would, Eliza, and I’m glad I did’nt 
take them. And I will always remember that, if 
only one apple is taken, which belongs to another, 
it isas Much stealing, as if it were a bushel.” 

“And it is not only wronging the man from whom 
we take the apples, but our Father on high is dis- 
pleased, and when we stand before him to answer 
jor our sins, this would be reckoned asone. Then 
Jet each of us be en our guard; that we take not 
another’s property—and if we have ever been guil- 
ty of so doing, let us humbly ask forgiveness of our 
offended God.” 

“J will, I will; and I thank you for reproving 
me as you did. [I will always remember your good 


advice. Let us now go and sit under the shady elm.” 
Portland. D.C. C. 











THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 








From the S. S. Treasury. 
AN ENCOURAGING EXPERIMENT. 
From the S. S. and Bible Class Association, Theol. Sem. 
Andover. 

Mr. Editor —The question is often asked, What 
can be done for the colored population of our large 
towns and cities? 1 shall offer no speculations on 
this subject, but merely state what has been done 
in T—. ‘The number of the coloured population, 
in that city, is estimated at about one thousand. 
Of this number, ¢wo hundred attend the African 
Sabbath school. They were collected by the faith- 
ful self denying labors of one man, who is now 
their superintendant. ‘This gentleman, Mr. J— 
Y—, being a devoted Christian and genuine phil- 
anthrophist, had long witnessed, with painful emo- 
tions, the ignorance and degradation of this class of 
his fellow citizens. He knew that a very small 
number belonged to any Sabbath school, and that 
the few who did attend, could not feel themselves 
at home, in the company of whites. They were 
generally placed up into the gallery, or in some re- 
mote corner, as if it was feared that others of a fair- 
er skin would be contaminated by contact with them. 

He therefore determined to establish a separate 
Sabbath school for this unfortunate race. That he 
might not be accused of sectarianism, he engaged 
teachers from each religious denomination in the 
city. He next set himself to work to collect schol- 
ars. ‘This was no easy task. Accustomed to be 
regarded with contempt and neglect, it was at first 
hard to persuade the Africans, that his proposal 
originated in kindness. But by the urbanity of his 
address, and by persevering efforts, Mr. Y— per- 
suaded some fifty or sixty to enter his school. Soon 
afler, one of the small scholars died. Mr. Y— 
proposed to his associate teachers, that the school 
should walk in procession at the funeral, each tea- 
cher at the head of his or her class. ‘This at first 
seemed too humiliating for some of the teachers. 
They started many objections. But Mr. Y— was 
inflexible. He told the teachers that their profes- 
sions of friendship to the. Africans were vain, if 
they allowed pride to hinder this expression of re- 
gard to the memory of adeceased scholar, At length, 
allthe teachers acquiesced. The procession was 
formed. As it passed through the streets of T—, 
the colored population, as if by one consent, came 
to look on. They saw that Christians regarded 
them with respect and affection. The effect on 
the school was most happy. Its numbers rapidly 
creased. A general interest was éxcited on the 
subject in the city; and though little more than a 
year has elapsed since the school was organized, 
tow embraces two hundred scholars. For pro- 
Priety of behaviour and advancement in knowledge. 
this school would lose nothing, by a comparison 
with other Sabbath schools in our cities. 

The writer of this article asked Mr. Y— by 
What means he gained, so completely, the affections 
of his scholars, and kept alive an interest in the 
school?“ By being a black man with them,” was 
his reply. ‘I visit,” he continued, ‘the parents 


of my scholars, in their houses—I salute both pa- 


in the street 
to persuade the colored 


rents and children, when I meet them 
—I seek, by all means, 





population that I do not feel myself above them, 
but that 1 would do anything to promote their wel- 
fare.” 

Now, Mr. Editor, if any one asks, Whathe can 
do towards ameliorating the condition of the col- 
ored population, who throng our cities; let me ad- 
vise him to contemplate the example of Mr. Y—, 
and go and do likewise. The same zeal, self de- 
nial, and perseverance, which Mr. Y— exercised, 
would enable almost any man to collect, under Sab- 
bath school instruction, many of the youthful sons 
and daughters of Africa. 








NATURAL HISTORY. 








From the Youth’s Miscellany. 
THE HONEY BEE. 

The occupants of the hive are of three descrip- 
tions,the Queen Bee, the Workers, and the Drones. 
The queen is the parent and mistress of the whole 
hive ; so that all the members of the commonwealth 
are of the royal blood, being immediately descend- 
ed from the queen mother. The workers are in- 
deed females, but attend to nothing but guarding 
the entrance, elaborating the wax, and storing the 
provision. ‘here are from twelve to twenty thou- 
sand in a hive. Among bees the females alone ex- 
hibit activity, diligence, and courage; while the 
males are idle, cowardly, and inactive. 

*¢ The lazy drone (says Virgil) who feasts at others’ tables.” 

It has been imagined that the drone sets upon 
the eggs as the queen Jays them. And Mr. Mor- 
ris says that he has often seen them sit in a for- 
mal manner on the combs, when the brood is hatch- 
ing. But if we may judge from the accounts of 
later naturalists, there is great reason to suspect 
that he mistook sleeping for breeding. 

A curious circumstance occurs with respect to 
the hatching of the queen bee. She is assisted by 
the workers, who pare away part of the envelope 
which surrounds her, and when she is ready to fly, 
they keep her a prisoner for some time, lest prob- 
ably she should be subject to any failure in her 
first attempt to fly, or lest she should proceed im- 
mediately to destroy the other queen nymphs not 
yet hatched ; for such is the instinctive enmity 
against her rivals in power, that the instant she 
is left alone she proceeds with full intent to slaugh- 
ter all the young princesses of the blood royal. 

It is a singuiar fact, that bees when deprived of 
their queen have the power of selecting one or 
more of the workers, when in their worm state, and 
converting them into queens. To effect this, each 
of the promoted worms, has a royal cell or cradle 
formed for it, by having three contiguous common 
cells thrown into one. Two of the three worms 
that occupy those cells are sacrificed, and the re- 
maining one is liberally fed with what is called the 
royal jelly, a pungent food prepared by the working 
bees exclusively for the purpose. 

Although the sovereign bee has nothing to fear 
from ambitious subjects, yet the moment she arrives 
at her queen’s estate, she becomes conscious that 
there are rivals near thethrone. I shall take liber- 
ty to transcribe from the Rev Mr. Dunbar, the 
manner in which she secures the peace of her 
reign, by destroying all those nourished by the roy- 
al jelly, and thus qualified for sovereignty. 

In July, when the hive had become filled with 
comb and bees, and well stored with honey, and 
when the queen was laying a hundred eggs a day, 
Mr. Dunbar opened the hive and took her majesty 
away. The bees labored for eighteen hours before 
they appeared to miss her ; but no sooner was the 
loss discovered, than al! was agitation and tumu!t, 
and they rushed in crouds to the door, as if swarm- 
ing. On the following day he observed that they 
had formed five queen cells in the usual way 
under such circumstances. On the fourteenth 
day from the old queen’s removal, a young 
queen emerged, and proceeded towards the 
other royal cells, evidently with a murderous intent. 
She was immediately pulled away by the workers, 
with violence, as often as she renewed her destruc 
tive purpose. On the afternoon of the same day, 
a second queen was hatched, and immediately bu- 





ried herself in a cluster of bees. Next morning 
Mr. D. observed a hot pursuit of the younger queen 
by the elder; but being called away,on his return 
a half an hour afterwards, the former was dying on 
the floor, no doubt the victim of the other. 

The unhappy drones when the end of their being 
is answered, are ruthlessly massacred.—As soon 
as the end of July, they are considered as useless 
consumers of the fruit of other’s labors. Love is 
at once converted into furious hate, and a general 
proscription takes place.—This is a strange sub- 
version of the Jaws which regulate other societies, 
where the male is invariably invested with power 
and authority.—One of the most remarkable points 
of this curious procedure is, that the creatures 
seem to understand the why and the wherefore of 
this murderous purpose. For should it Happen that 
the hive has no queen, no massacre takes place, 
though the hottest persecutions rage in all the sur- 
rounding hives. 

The pleasure of beholding the proceedings of 
the queen is rarely afforded, even with the assist- 
ance of a glass hive. Those who have been so 
fortunate, agree in representing her majesty as be- 
ing very slow and dignifed in her movements, and 
being constantly surrounded by a guard of about a 
dozen bees, who always have their faces turned to- 
wards her, like courtiers in the presence of royalty. 


‘¢ But mark, of royal port, and awful mien, 

Where moves with measured pace the insect queen ! 
Twelve chosen guards, with slow and solemn gait, 

Bend at her nod, and round her person wait.” Q. 











From the Infant’s Magazine. 
THE BIRDS NEST. 

‘‘ Who makes all the bird’s- nests, mamma ?”’ 
asked little James, *‘ they do not grow, I am sure ; 
and I do not think men would make them; for 
they do not love to have so many birds. ‘T’om says 
he should like to kill all the birds, for they spoil 
his fruit that he takes so much care of. Where do 
the nests come from?” 

Mother. Do you not know, that the birds them- 
selves build them? If you do not, you will think 
it strange when I tell you, that all the nests are 
made by the birds for their young ones, 

‘‘When the spring comes, the poor things fly 
from place to place, to look for all they want to 
make their nests with. Sticks, or hair, or straw, 
or leaves, clay, or down, or whatever they need,— 
all birds do not build them alike. 

‘When they have found what they want, they 
bring it home in their bills, to the place where they 
mean to build. It costs them much trouble; and 
many days are spent before they have brought all 
they want to make use of, and placed it so as to 
form their neat nests; for they have no help, nor 
any tools but their own little bills and feet to work 
with: but they have patience; and they work hard 
from the time that the sun peeps up in the east, till 
it sinks down in-the west at night.” 

James. How did the birds learn to do all this, 
mother? 

Mother. They do not learn at all, James. God, 
who made them, has made them know how to 
build their nests when they want them; and they 
have no need to be shown by any one else. Men 
could not form nests so neatly, if they were to try. 

Each bird knows how to make its own kind of 
nest, and no two birds make the same kind. They 
build them where it is best for the young birds; 
some on trees, some on the ground, some in thick 
bushes, some on the roof of the house, some in the 
corn. 

Poor things! I do not love to have ‘their nests 
taken, which have cost them so much pains to 
make. ‘Tom is right, when he says that they do 
eat and spoil a great deal of his fruit and his peas 
too; but they sing so sweetly, and look so happy, 
that I would be willing to spare 8ome of it for their 
sake. 

God takes care of little birds too; and he tells 
us in the Bible that not even a single sparrow falls 
to the ground without his notice. 


YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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ACCOUNT OF WILLIAM F., 
Of Troy, who died before he was three years old. 

From an infant, William appeared uncommonly | 
intelligent. As soon as he began to talk, he showed, 
by his serious and intricate questions, that kis mind 
was employed on deep and interesting subjects. 
The first that his parents particularly noticed, was 
his cautioning his older brothers and sisters against 
quarrelling. He repeated these words, which he 
had learned : 

** Children, you should never let 
Such angry passions rise 5 

Your little hands were never made 
To tear each other’s eyes.” 

When the other children were at variance, and 
disposed to quarrel, he used to say, ‘* You must 
not do so, like cats and dogs.’ In the morning 
as soon as he awoke, he would frequently say to 
his mother, ‘* Ma’, 1 love you ; does God know it?” 
«* Yes, my dear, he does,”’ said his mother. ‘Well, 
God loves me because | love ma’,” ‘‘ Yes, dear, 
God loves you,” was her reply. ‘‘ Then I’m God’s 
boy,.a’nt I, ma?” When he and Mrs. F. have 
been alone, he frequently said to her, ‘* Ma’, do 
you want me to sing?” Yes, my dear.” ‘* Then 
I'll be God’s boy, won’t I, ma?” Then he would 
sing a hymn. It might be remarked here that 
William was very fond of singing, and had a re- 
markable voice for one of his age. He learned, 
from his sisters, many popular hymns and songs. 
He preferred singing the sacred hymns to the pop- 
ular songs. 

After this, William was taken ill with the scar- 
let fever. A physician was called, who soon pro- 
nounced his case very doubtful. One day, as he 
was lying very ill on his mother’s lap, he said, 
“* Ma’, didn’t you tell me that when little boys die, 
folks make a box and put them in; then dig a 
hole in the ground and cover them up?”’ “ Yes, 
dear, I did.’ Mrs. F. then said to him, ‘* Come, 
take these drops.” ‘* Ma’, doctor’s medicine won’t 
make me well.” ‘‘ Perhaps it will, my dear; ma’ 
wants you to takeit.” ‘* O no, ma’, throw it away ; 
I want to goto Jesus.” ‘“ O, William, do take 

our drops, they will make you well.” ‘O, no, Ma’, 

i want to go to Jesus.” Then said he to his moth- 
er “ Do you know that hymn, 

‘© Ye servants of God, 

Your Master proclaim ?”’ 
“© Yes, dear, I do.” ‘* Well, ‘ All victorious’ is in 
that hymn.”’ Then raising his hands to his breast, 
he said, ‘‘‘ All victorious’ is here.’ A short time 
after, he desired Mrs. F. to carry him to the glass, 
which she did. ‘hen said she to him, ‘‘ What 
did you see in the glass?” He replied, “I see 
* All victorious,’ Where is he, ma’? ‘TI didn’t 
see him.” ‘Then laying his hand on his breast, 
he said, “‘ Here is ‘ All victorious.’’? He was sen- 
sible that death was approaching. Before he died 
he shook hands with his sister. And leaving a 
heavenly smile on his face, his spirit burst from its 
frail tenement, August 11, 1829, and winged its 
way home, to the bosom of the Saviour. 


THEOPHILUS. 
Nore.—This narrative was given by the mother. 


N. ¥. Evangelist. 
“MISCELLANY. “$ 








PARENTAL INFLUENCE. 

In the state of Pensylvania there reside two fami- 
lies, whose history may be instructive to others. 
They present, in striking contrast, the effect of 
parental influence. 

They hare both lived in the same town for ma- 
ny years; they have enjoyed the same privileges, 
belonged to the same religious denomination, and 
listened to the same preaching. Both the heads 
of each family have been professedly pious for a 
long period.—In the family of Mr. R——, the 
power of religion was happily exhibited jn the dai- 
ly deportment of the parents. The morning and 
evening sacrifice was offered on the family altar 
with solemnity and devout feeling. These exer- 








cises were not hurried, formal and unmeaning cer- 


emonies. They were impressive, and deeply in- 
teresting. Long will the writer remember the 
occasional seasons at which he was privileged to 
unite in the morning and evening devotions of this 
family. ‘Their memory is grateful and sweet. Re- 
ligion had rendered the parents kind and affection- 
ate, and deeply interested for the spiritual welfare 
of their children.—Salutary Christian restraints 
were imposed upon them. They were instructed, 
not occasionally, but habitually, in the great and 
important doctrines of the Bible, and had them en- 
forced on their consciences by parental love and 
affection. In short, religion was exhibited before 
them in the most lovely attitude. But in the fami- 
ly of Mr. W——, religion was not so happily ex- 
emplified. Evening devotions were indeed per- 
formed, but often in a hurried and unimpressive 
manner. The children, instead of being interested 
and benefitted, were rather disgusted, and con- 
tracted a disrelish for all religiousexercises. Scarce- 
ly any restraints were laid upon them. Instead of 
spending the Sabbath at home in studying the Bi- 
ble themselves, or receiving instruction from it 
through their parents, they were in the company 
of Sabbath breakers, or reading some novel, or 
otherwise desecrating holy time. Seldom were 
they seen at the conference room. In short, little 
effort was made by the parents for the spiritual good 
of their offspring. And such was their conduct, 
at times, towards their children, and such their 
want of a christian temper, that the children would 
often,in the most emphatic and passionate language, 
express their doubt of the christian character of 
their parents. Now what has been the influence 
of these parents upon their children? Let facts 
give the reply. The children of Mr B——, six in 
number, have all become hopefully pious, except 
the youngest, who is only about 12 years of age; 
and even his mind has been occasionally under se- 
rious impressions. ‘Two have entered on the stage 
of active life, and are now occupying stations of 
usefulness and great importance to the church. 
One son has lately been licensed to preach, and 
another has just entered on a course of preparation 
for the ministry. Of the children of Mr. W , 
not one has yet given any evidence of piety. ‘They 
are indeed what the world calls respectable ; but 
having been suffered to be much in the company 
of the gay, thoughtless and profane, they have 
adopted many of their habits, and cherish ma- 
ny of their feelings in reference to religion. To 
what else, but to the influence of the parents, can 
we ascribe the difference in these children? Let 
every parent, who may read these facts, ponder 
them well; and let them remember, that their in- 
fluence wil! materially affect the eternal interests 
of thtir beloved offspring —Pastor’s Journal. 


The Pure in Heart.—A certain gentleman in 
Scotland, in one of his visits among the poor, met 
one of his little Sab. School scholars, a little girl 
not 6 years old, who had just begun to read in the N. 
Testament. This child, being fond of singing, was 
anxious to possess one of the school hymn books, 
which the gentleman kindly promised her en con- 
dition that she would learn to read the fifth and 
sixth chapters of the gospel of St. Matthew within 
the space ofa fortnight. The little girl immediate- 
ly undertook the task; and having brought her 
two chapters to the gentleman, began toread. But 
when she had finished the first twelve verses, he 
caused her to stop, in order to inquire of her which 
of the qualities described in the beatitudes she 
should desire most to possess. 

She paused a little, and then replied, with a 
modest smile, ‘‘ I would rather be pure in heart.” 

The gentleman asked her why she should choose 
this blessed quality above all the rest. In reply to 
which she answered to this purpose: “ Sir, if I 
could but obtain a pure heart, I should then pos- 
sess all the other good qualities mentioned in this 
chapter.” 

My little readers, could you have made such an 
answer as this? I fear you could not. Let me 
then entreat you to seek to be enlightened from 
above, 





For the Youth’s Companion, 
Prayer.— Perhaps there are comparatively few 
Sabbath scholars, but who on being questioned } 
their teachers would inform them that they attend 
to the duty of prayer. But dear children do you 
know what prayer is? It is not merely saying a 
few unfeeling words to your Maker,as you retire to 
rest or arise in the morning, that you have learnt from 
some person or beok. But it is the desires of the 
heart feelingly expressed. It is the pouring forth 
of a full soul. It is asking God for that which you 
feel you sincerely need. Now when you pray, does 
your heart appear to be engaged in the delightful 
employment? or do you merely use the form of 
prayer with your lips? Be persuaded to examine 
and see, and if you have never prayed but in form 
commence this day, and you will find more enjoy. 
ment in the faithful performance of this duty, than 
you have ever found in any of the pursuits of sin 

and worldly pleasure. D. C. C. Portland. 


—eLA— 

THE SEASON.—The winter is over and gone ; the flowers 
appear on the earth ; the time of the singing of birds is come: 
and every living thing seems full of delight and gladness. How 
beautifully does this season of new life and joy in the natural 
world, represent the season of heavenly grace in the soul of man, 
The sharp and gloomy winter of sin and selfishness is past—the 
fountains of penitential sorrow have been broken up, and the 
streams have gushed forth on every side—the doctrine of God 
our Saviour now drops as the rain, and distils as the dew—as 
the small rain upon the tender herb, and as showers upon the 
grass. The seed of heavenly truth springs up, and spreads its 
imperishable verdure all around ; and in the freshness of its 
hopes and graces, the new-born soul has all the loveliness of an 
early flower ; and all the vigorous beauty of the willow planted 
by the side of the water courses ; while in its song of deliverance 
is all that cheers and animates us in the note of the first. bird of 
spring.—S. S. Journal. 
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From the Christian Mirror. 
TO A SABBATH SCHOOL SCHOLAR. 


I would not cause within thy breast 
The slightest pain to rise— 

But I would have thee early blest, 
And living for the skies. 

I would not thy young heart should feel 
The bitterness of wo— 

But I would have thee do His will 
And his salvation know. 

I would not chill the genial glow 
And ardor of thy youth— 

But I would have thee daily grow 
In holiness and truth. 


I urge thee to repent and pray, 
Thy God and Savior love, 

That when is closed thine earthly day 
Thou may’st be blest above. 

Then serve the Lord with heart sincere, 
While life is in the bud— 

And when thy days are ended here 


Thou’lt rise to dwell with God. D. C. ¢. 


—-e— 
THE FISHER’S WIFE. 
By a Young Lady. 


O, could I calm yon raging sea, 
Whose mountain waves top fearfully 
Their giant crests of foam! 
For He is in the slender bark, 
Breasting that world of waters dark : 
Kind ocean, waft him home ! 
> Tis awful at such hour to wake, 
And dare the tempest for his sake, 

Trembling with hope and fear ; 
To listen to the sea-gull’s scream— 
I see! I see the white sail gleam ! 
My husband, thou art near ! 


He’ll chide me for my fond distress, 
And with a kind and gay caress 
Buoy up my sinking heart : 
Yet he will tempt the wave again, 
And call the anxious terrors vain 
That rack me when we pit. 


Reautiful is the deep blue sea, 

When summer gales sigh placidly 
Over the billows hoar ; 

°Tis music then to hear them dash, 

As the bright waters leap and flash 
Against the rocky shore. 

But now in every echoing surge, 

J hear a note of ocean’s dirge 
Around its victim’s bier— 
He’s safe! and these are idle fears ; 
T’ll brush away my woman’s tears ; 

My husband, thou art here! 


NOTICE. 

THE Copartnership of WILLIS & RAND has been dissol- 

ved, by mutual consent. N. WILLIS is now proprietor of the 
Companion, and the outstanding debts will be paid to him. 
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